18                LET THERE BE SCULPTURE

These patriarchal manners I remember well, although thoro
was about them an air of bourgeois bonovolonco which was
somewhat comic. The earnestness and simplicity of tho old
Polish Jewish manner of living has much bounty in it, and
an artist could make it the theme of very J'ino works, Thus
life is fast disappearing on contact; with American habits,
and it is a pity that there is no Rembrandt of to-day to draw
his inspiration from it before it is too late*

My parents did not discourage mo, but could not under-
stand how I could make a living by Art. Their idou of an
artist was that of a person who was condemned to starvation.
Sculpture became to me an absorbing interest, Whou I
started seriously to work I felt tho inadequacies of tho
opportunity to study* For one thing*, only u night class
existed in New York, and also there was very little antique
sculpture to be seen ; modern sculpture hardly existed, I
longed to go to Paris, and my opportunity catne when I wot
Hutchins Hapgood, the writer, who was very interested in
the East Side, and asked me to illustrate a book which he had
written about it. I drew for him the poets, scholars, actors,
and playwrights, and also made some drawings of the people,

I remember well the great actor, Jacob Adltsr, at whose
flat I called to make a drawing of him. He was surrounded
by a houseful of dependants of all kinds, apart from his
numerous family, and the confusion and excitement were
immense. Finding a clean collar out of bags that contained
hundreds of collars took up most of the time. Adieu* had a
head like those you see in Japanese priuts, long and while,
and with heavy, chameleon-like eyelids. This Jewish actor
had a court, and when you saw him in the streets ha wan
preceded and followed by his fans. He lived in public. 1
also drew Jacob Gordon, who wrote plays about Jewish iifo
which had a strong Ibsenish flavour. He was a hoavy,
bearded man, whom I recall reading to an audience one of
his plays, sitting informally at a table, smoking a cigar*

In tlieir dressing-rooms, I drew Kessler the actor, also
Moscowitch, and the poets Lessin and Moritz Rosenfeld, who
had spent his early life in tailor's shops,